A SLENDER  BCY 

A slender  boy 

with  sparkle  of  life  in  his  deep  blue  eyes 

and  sensitive  lips 

that  trembled  when  others  yelled. 

He  picked  up  the  dead  bird  and  stroked  it 

Bravely  keeping  the  tears  inside  his  eyes 

Unable  to  hide  the  puzzlement 

Unable  to  understand  the  pain 

No  one  had  to  tell  him- 

there  was  nothing  he  could  do 

With  his  straight  firm  hands 

Painstakingly 

did  he  scrape  the  dirt, 

Gently  laying  the  bird  within 
Ever  so  slowly  bringing  the  night 
Forever . 

His  small  straight  figure 
reluctantly  turned  away 

Finding  the  strength  to  do  what  must  be. 

Returning  two  days  later 

a single  flower  clutched  tightly 

within  the  lean  small  hand 

He  stopped, 

uncomprehending 

the  broken  hill  at  his  feet. 

Until  he  saw  the  feather 

Picking  it  up 

Caressingly 

Gently  stroking 

as  realization  hit  him 

And  the  tears  washed  out  the  sparkle 

his  eyes  grew  chillingly  blank 

Unspeaking 

he  ran 

still  grasping  the  wilted  blossom 
against 

the  narrow  slit  of  bnt.terness 
that  would  tremble 
no  more. 
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REVELATION  AND  CONSEQUENCE 

There  was  a little  boy.  He  had  blue  eyes  and  shaggy  blond  hair,  and 
he  lived  near  a river  where  he  used  to  play.  As  he  grew  older,  the 
boy  liked  to  think  back  and  remenber  his  days  of  playing  in  the  sandy 
banks.  He  remembered  lying  in  the  soft  grass  above  the  river  and 
watching  endless  processions  of  busy  ants  as  they  scurried  about. 

He  remembered  the  time  he  played  at  pirates  on  that  river.  He  remem- 
bered the  treasures  he  found  buried  in  the  river-bed  during  a summer 
drought.  He  remembered  hiding  in  the  trees  as  a young  couple  made 
love  under  a hot  summer  sky.  Then  the  boy  grew  old  and  he  became  a man. 
He  went  out  into  the  big  world  and  looked  around.  He  saw  many  things 
and  after  he  had  seen  enough,  he  went  back  to  his  river,  pointed  a 
"big  world"  revolver  to  his  chest  and  killed. 


CULP 


Jim  Meehan 


we  were  only  children  first 
with  sandboxes  and  toys 
we  never  read  the  implications 
or  understood  the  noise. 

then  we  were  adolescent 
and  the  mud  was  only  fog 
different  things  took  different  shapes 
like  peace  and  law  and  god. 

as  lovers  we  reverted  back 
to  where  we  first  had  been 
our  pleasures  were  our  only  goals 
(at  least  no  longer  sins). 

then  when  we  were  spurned  by  love 
we  turned  back  to  the  world 
we  saw  too  late  it  had  become 
a token  for  flags  unfurled. 

so  now  we're  trapped  inside  th.is  place 
complaining  of  the  mess 
if  only  we  had  taken  time 
to  put  fate  to  the  test, 

joan  mcgee 


A GLANCE  AT  MY  WATCH 


Greyness,  even  the  grass  looks  grey; 

Walking  by  an  old  playground. 

My  playground,  but  was  it? 

It's  early,  but  the  Sun  doesn't  care,  now. 

There  are  some  children  playing 
I sit  far  away  and  watch. 

They  don't  notice  me,  I'm  glad. 

The  grass  gets  greyer  riow. 

The  cars  passing,  now  turn  on  their  lights. 

The  children  who  are  left  move  to  their  own  lights. 
It  seems  to  be  late.  I glance  at  my  watch. 

It's  not . 

They  run  to  their  houses.  It's  dark, 

But  I have  no-where  to  go,  yet. 

I wait  until  the  last  of  them  leave 
Then  I walk  the  other  way. 

Ne i 1 Dob i o 


fade i n 

point  at  the  laughing  facisrn  paragonda  machine 
puli  out  empty  shoes  cater ingto 
the  whims  of  the  assistant  producer 
how  to  sell  if  modest  implication 
of  Cheers  all  mean  Halt 
progression  of  the  1st  order  is  needed  here 
anthem  cone  1 us i on 
bend  balding  domes 
hold  chuckle 

fade  out 
f reak 


j ames  kre 1 1 


PHIL: BUS; 


For  almost  half  a moment  I forgot  what 

my  name  vvas  and  someone  had 
thrown  chov\/  mein  noodles  on  my  floor  so  I 

would  enter  vvith  an  audible  crunch. 
You  reasoned  your  way  out  of  reasons  and 

told  me  mv  name  was  Phi li bus  I 
for  a while  oelieved  you  until  I realized  it  was 

you  who  threw  chow  mein  noodles  on 
My  floor  for  almost  half  a moment  I forgot 


Bruce  hledt 


IV 


Here  we  stand 
Scarcely  feet  apart 
And  all  that  separates  us 
?????????????????????????? ?is  Unknown. 

If  I ran  my  finger  down  your  cheek 
this  prison 
would  he  dissolved 
or 

reinforced. 

Until  I know 
just  which  it'd  he, 

I stand  here , 
not  moving, 
wondering 

if  you  too  4 ^ 

are  wondering.  'd  Jucil 
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On  the  highway 
Cn  my  way 
To  nowhere. 

In  the  distance 
No  ass  i stance 
I ' m down . 

People  staring 
Never  caring 
Talk  about  the 
Love  "we"  're  sharing 
Help  is  needed 
I ' m despa i r i ng 
But  there's  no  place 
That  I want  to  stay. 


On  the  river 
Need  a sliver 
Of  response. 

Can't  help  fee  1 i ng 
I ' m not  hea  I i ng 
St  I I 1 down , 

Notquite  knowing 
If  I'm  show! ng 
The  me 

That  should  be  growing 
Help  is  needed 
But  friends  are  slowing 
And  there  s no  one 
I care  to  love. 


Joan  McGee 

You  left.  I didn't  think  you  would,  You  see 
I thought  you'd  call  or  come  In  angry  fun 
And  scream  until  your  insides  hurt.  Then,  done, 
you'd  stay  and  straighten  things  again  for  me. 

But  no.  And  though  I hope  each  day  will  be 
The  day  I'll  kiss  your  mouth  and  face,  you've  won 
1 know,  at  last,  your  prize--a  mockery 
To  mix  my  words  and  cut  my  half  to  one. 

It  wasn't  good.  I know  that  now,  and  yet 
I search  those  sometimes  when  our  prides  had  met 
In  peace.  It's  queer  how  fast  I can  forget 
Our  cut  throat  game  and  feel  so  much  regret. 

But  do  I cry  because  my  pride  I grieve. 

Or  because  I wasn't  the  first  to  leave? 


Deborah  Brandt 


I SHALL  NEVER  KILL  THE  SUN 

I walKed  today  dragging  my  feet 

on  the  face  of  reality, 
leaving  a trail  of  scratches 
which  d id  not  !eed. 

I saw  a shadc'w  behind  me 

c-st  on  t’^e  thin  plain,  making  no  marks. 

It  made  no  effort  except  to  scorn  me. 

We  really  had  no  effect  on  each  other,  though 
how  could  he  grab  my  leg? 
and  how  could  I douse  the  Sun? 

But  at  night,  the  stars,  memories  of  the  Sun,  still  shone. 
His  shadow  stiil  there  mocking  me, 

he  cannot  realize  what  he  is  doing. 

But  I Shall  Never  Kill  my  SunI 
never  kill  my  sun 
never  kill 
my  sun 
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Four  squares 
But  only  one  to  have. 

The  choice  is  fairly  simple 
At  f i rst  glance. 


The  f i rst  square 
Holds  a diamond 
(Which  can  signigy 
Commi tment . ) 

From  No,  3 box 
Come  the  sounds 
Of  people  crying  out. 
(Involvement  is  a drag 
for  somebody  like  me.) 


The  second  has  4 lines. 
(a  children’s  game?) 


But  #4  is  pretty-- 
I t ' s piled  high 
With  flowers. 

I can  dig  on  beauty 
It  means  much  more  to  me. 


And  so  I 

fourth 

and 

notice 

1 1 was  rea 1 1 y 


chose  the 
squa  re 
didn't 
that 

a rectangle. 


-Joan  McGee 


dedi cation 

mOUNTAINSIDES  HEAPED  WITH  DEAD  STONE  AND  YEARS 
a SWEET  STING  OF  THIN  SILENT  FROST 

rED  VIOLENT  EVENINGS  AND  THE  DYING  SUN  MELTS  ALL  THOUGHT 

yET  YOUR  NAME  REMAINS,  CARVED  IN  THE  MINDS  OF  ALL  WHO  LOVE  YOU. 

mOOR  WINDS  POURING,  POLISH  THE  MIRROR-HARD  COUNTRY 

OVER  THE  TUNDRA,  THE  PRAIRIE,  AGAIN  AND  AGAIN 

rOAR  WITH  MAGNIFICENT,  METHOD  I CAL  DESTRUCTI ON , YET  YOUR  FACE 

rEMAINS,  ETCHED  IN  THE  WORDS  OF  ALL  WHO  LOVE  YOU. 

INVISIBLE,  COSMIC  AND  DEADLY  HEAT 

STARS  VAPORIZING  ATMOSPHERES,  EXPLODING,  COLLAPSING 

ONLY  THE  COLD,  THE  INDIGO  CLOUDS  REMAINS,  YET  YOUR  MEMORY  SURVIVES 

nESTLED  IN  THE  SONGS  OF  THOSE  WHO  LOVE  YOU. 


bRUCE  nIEDT 


At  the  base  of  each  thought. 
is  a.  clear  watery  bird 
growing  from  roots 

with  no  hold  on  earth 
— Gerotne  of  Boston 
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construction 

i am  interested  only  in  the  small  puddles 
which  lie  like  scraps  of  attahi 
wrinkled  with  sunset 

on  the  hard  red  vastnessof  tractor  treads 
these  puddles  contain  less  of  trees  and  leaves 
than  any  i have  known- 
less  of  cats  lapping  it 

less  of  worms  doing  their  ghostly  death  dance 
inside  the  water... 

Only  a very  few  seeds  lie  gently 
on  the  brown  skins  of  these  pools 
poised  like  small  kites  in  some  high  wind 

anita  susi 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii,iiiiiii‘'m  sitting  here  looking  over 

three  thousand  square  miles  of 
grass  and  brown  and  green  and 
a million  crazy  skyhooked  leaves  and 
wondering  what  if 
it  was  all  asphalt  insanity  and 
concrete  blocks  and 
how  many  people  would  call 
it  ultra-modern  and  functional 
and  then  go  out  and  carve  their  initials  in  a tree. 

-Bruce  Niedt 


COMPUTER  SONG 


O2-69UI+3 

there‘'s  numbers  ruling  all  of  me 

I have  no  thought  of  loving  you 

for  love  is  a mathemetical  impossibility 

02-69i+^3 


-Bruce  Niedt 


ATTBMBC 

NOTE. 

Accepts  all  W.E.  and  N.E.  200’ Series,  lAI 
A.E.  80  Series,  etc.,  instruments 
without  adapters . 

Adapters  for  Panel  Instruments  are  required 
for  W.E.  235G  1235G,  use  AB-235-20/ 21U 
for  B-D  100  Series,  use  AB-100-20/ 21U 
for  APT -A  or  N,  use  APH-  20/21U 


